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jewels into a heap. Her one desire was to be left
alone with Krishna ; to regain her happy intimacy
with the well-beloved, in this little room, her Holy
of Holies.
What was the secret of her nightly vigils, the
solace of her loneliness ?
Earlier in the day a man had crept into the room
above hers and with soundless, ant-like industry
had bored a hole in the floor. Now, at the nightfall,
the Maharaja entered the room and, pressing his
eye to the auger-hole, stared down into the room
below. At last he was to know his daughter's
secret.
Myrrha's room was changed out of recognition.
The walls were draped in silk, the floor was car-
peted with heavy velvet. Upon the altar, as on a
bed of flowers, Krishna's image glimmered in the
wavering lamplight. Curtains veiled the windows,
everywhere were flowers; the room had been
transformed into a shrine. Myrrha stood before the
altar, the palms of her hands pressed together, the
fingers stretched out flat as in the statues of the
Indian saints. Only her eyes, her lips, were living.
" Krishna dear, Krishna my lord, my love, you
know everything that happens in the world, there's
nothing you do not see, no one can keep a secret
from you, so you must know my little heart is full
of love, of love for you." In the simplest words,
infinitely pure and tender, she prayed to her young
lord. Then she sang hymns she had composed,
hymns which still are used in temple ritual.
Smiling towards the image, she was silent for a
moment; then," Now I'm going to dance for you,"
she said.
Bare-footed on the deep-piled velvet, in the centre
of the little temple misted with silken shadow like